








Black Thing in the Dark! 


Alice and Jeanie lived in a large 
house in the woods. Their father had given 
them a horse, and every day after school 
they were supposed to comb and feed it. 

One day mother became seriously ill and 
had to be taken to the hospital. Daddy 
wasn’t home at the time, and the two girls 
were afraid to sleep in the house by them- 
selves. The nearest neighbors, who lived 
half a mile away, said they could spend the 
nights with them. 

“Remember to hurry home from school, 
so you can take care of the horse and still 
have time to reach the neighbor’s before the 
sun goes down,” mother said. 

For the first few days Alice and Jeanie 
did exactly what mother said. But one after- 
noon they got into a game after school and 
couldn’t tear themselves away. 

By the time they reached home and took 
care of the horse it was long past sundown, 
and they still had to walk to the neighbor’s. 
If only it wasn’t so dark! They lit a lantern 
and set out on the fearsome journey. 
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The lantern cast such a small circle of 
light! And beyond it was the DARK! They 
clutched hands tightly and pressed against 
each other. It felt safer that way. 

Suddenly they remembered! There was 
an insane asylum not far off. Every so often 
an inmate escaped. 

Three days ago they were talking to one 
of the farmers and he said he saw a moun- 
tain lion by the creek. He didn’t have his 
gun, so the huge creature got away. Bus 
mountain lions come back. 

The moon was shining dimly through 
the trees. It made long shadows that reached 
out like fingers on hands. They heard 
strange noises. Leaves rustled in the breeze 
—or was some creature sneaking up be- 
hind them? A night bird called—or was it 
the secret signal of wicked men? 

Suddenly Alice screamed and stood stock 
still. “I can’t go on!” she cried. “That thing 

. ahead.” 

Jeanie saw it too, and the blood in her 
veins stopped flowing. It was nearly as tall 
as they were, dark and black and twice as 
wide. And it m-o-v-e-d! 

Several minutes they stood there, petri- 
fied. 

“We've got to go on,” Jeanie said. “It’s 
not coming any closer.” 

She almost had to drag Alice. She had to 
push herself. 

Closer they came to the horrible black 
thing. It grew as they came nearer, but it 
neither fell back nor came on toward them. 
Occasionally it swayed. 

Suddenly the wind blew Jeanie’s skirt 
and for a moment the light from the lantern 
shone ahead and revealed .. . 

The gate to the neighbors’ field! The big 
black thing was the shadow of Jeanie’s skirt 
falling on the gate! 

Both girls laughed till they had to hug 
each other to keep from falling; they were 
so relieved. “But I’m going to come home 
when mother says after this,” Jeanie an- 
nounced. “No more walks in the dark for 


me. 


Alice agreed. And both girls kept their 
promise. If you don’t believe me, ask the 
young woman who drew the picture! 


Your friend, 


a Waxes 
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Fed by a Cat 


By INEZ BRASIER 


Ove heavenly Father has many ways of 
sending food to people when they are 
hungry and cannot get what they need. Did 
you ever hear of a cat helping anyone that 
way? You didn’t? It is true, and it hap- 
pened many, many years ago in England 
during a long time of trouble called the 
Wars of the Roses. 

Sir Henry Wyatt, who had a great estate 
and a lovely home, served in this war. When 
his side lost, he was put in prison. The cell 
was small and cold and dark—and damp. 
Sir Henry shivered most of the time, unable 
to get warm. 
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The cat leaped through the prison window and laid a 
pigeon she had caught at Sir Henry Wyatt's feet. 


He often thought of his beautiful estate, 
with its warm fires, its tables piled high 
with food, and its comfortable beds! He 
drew his cloak closer about him, but that 
did not stop the shivering. 

And he was so hungry! One morning he 
remembered how God had sent ravens to 
bring food to Elijah. He bowed his head 
and prayed, “Father, I am so hungry here. 
Soon I shall starve. Please send me help. 
Send me food. Amen.” 

As he opened his eyes a cat jumped onto 
the window sill, squeezed herself through 
the bars, and leaped down to the floor. She 
rubbed against Sir Henry's legs, purring 
softly. Sir Henry picked her up and held her 
close to him—and felt much warmer. Then 
the cat jumped from his arms and disap- 
peared through the window. He watched 
until it was too dark to see, hoping she 
would return. But she did not. 

But the next morning as he again tried 
futilely to warm himself, the cat came back. 
And this time she dropped something on 
the floor. 

“A pigeon!” Sir Henry exclaimed. “The 
good God has sent me something to eat!” 

But how could he cook a pigeon without 
a fire? Soon the jailer stepped into the cold 
little cell. 

“If I can get food, will you cook it for 
me?” Sir Henry asked him, keeping the 
pigeon hidden under his jacket. 

The jailer had no desire to become a 
cook, especially for a prisoner. But he was 
very sure Sir Henry could never get any- 
thing to eat, so he jokingly replied, “Sure, 
I will cook it.” 

Sir Henry held out the pigeon. “Then 
please cook this for me.” 

The jailer was suddenly afraid. “I would 
get into trouble if anyone found out about 
it. I might lose my job, or my head. But, 
well, I will try it this once.” To page 16 
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OUCH! 


By W. L. BARCLAY 


| KNOW something you don’t know,” 
Billy cried to Robert when he met his 
brother coming home from his paper route. 

“What is it?” Robert demanded. 

“Oh, you’d never guess,” teased the 
younger brother. “But if you'll buy me a 
candy bar I'll tell you.” 

“I guess I don’t want to know at that 
price,” replied Robert, turning away. 

Billy was bursting to tell what he knew, 
so he said, “We're going to the country for 
a whole month, Robbie. I heard father and 
mother talking about it. Won't we have 
fun! The Downeys are going too, and we are 
going to live next door to them.” 

Finally the day came to leave. Father 
went with them to help them get settled 
in their small cottage. Then he returned 
home on the train promising to come back 
for the weekend. 

The fisst week passed swiftly. There 
wasn’t much to see in the village, but there 
was a whole countryside to explore—a 
patch of woods, a clear, running stream, 
green fields. 

True to his promise, father returned at 
the end of the week and brought some 
friends. On Sunday everyone took a long 
walk into the country, Billy proudly acting 
as guide. He took them to the pond in the 
rock quarry, where minnows were easy to 
catch. He showed them where he had seen 
a rabbit. And on the way back to the village 
he pointed out a large raspberry plantation 
fenced in by a hedge. Soon the berries 
would be ripe for picking. 

Each week was a new adventure for Billy 
and Robert, and always the boys looked for- 


ward to father’s visit at the weekend. One 
Sunday Billy, his brother, and Robert Dow- 
ney arranged to go for a walk with three of 
the village boys. It was church time, and 
the villagers and the farm people were mak- 
ing their way to the church. Soon the six 
boys were walking along the country road. 
As they passed the raspberry plantation 
someone suggested that a few raspberries 
would taste good. 

“Now is our chance,” said one of them. 

“Everyone is in church and nobody will see 
us. 
Quickly they found a gap in the hedge, 
and in a moment they were in the fields, 
eating the delicious fruit. Presently one of 
the boys happened to look toward the road 
and saw Billy’s father and mother walking 
along. It was too late to hide, and the boys 
knew they were in for trouble. These good 
parents did not encourage their children to 
steal. 

Immediately one of the boys said, “Let's 
give them some of our berries. If they take 
them, they can’t punish us.” They hurried 
to the hedge with their caps full. 

“Hello, boys. What’s going on here?” 
called father. 

“We were just picking some berries for 
you,” cried Billy and his brother in unison. 
“Here, have some.” 

They reached over the hedge to hand the 
berries to their parents, but mother and 
dad made no effort to take them. One of 
the other boys crowded closer to the hedge 
and passed his berries up too. 

As he did so he jostled Billy’s arm and 
knocked the berries out of his hand. The 
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berries landed right on top of a wild bee 
hive that was in the middle of the hedge 
and which the boys had not seen in their 
hurry to give the berries to their parents. 

In a moment the bees were swarming. 
One landed on Robert Downey's cheek and 
he cried in pain as it stung him. 

Buzz, buzz, BUZZ! The air was filled 
with the angry bees. 

“Stand perfectly still, everybody,” father 
commanded. “If you don’t they will sting 
all of you.” 

He and mother suited the action to the 
word and stood still. Not so the boys, how- 
ever. They began to slap at the bees. In a 
moment their cries of pain were rising to 
the skies. 

“Ouch! Ouch! OUCH!” 

With one accord the boys began to run, 
scattering through the raspberry plantation 
with the bees in full pursuit. 

Billy was fleet of foot and he ran as fast 
as he could, but it did not seem to be fast 


enough. He could hear the angry buzz still 
close behind him. His unbuttoned jacket 
was flapping in the breeze and seemed to 
retard his progress. He buttoned it as he ran. 
The angry buzzing behind lent wings to 
his feet, but he could not outdistance the 
sound. The faster he ran, the louder and an- 
grier the buzzing became. 

At last he reached the cottage and ran 
indoors, but the angry buzz was still behind 
him. He ran around the table, and the bee 
raced with him. His brother and the four 
friends ran into the cottage and saw Billy 
still going around the table. 

“What's the matter?” they cried. “Why 
don’t you sit down?” 

“The bees!” shouted Billy. “Stop them! 
They're still after me!” 

“There are no more bees,” said Robert, 
catching Billy by the arm. “Here, sit in this 
chair.” 

“I still hear them,” cried Billy. “Stop 
them or they'll sting me!” To page 16 
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The boys raced through the raspberry patch, and the bees raced right after them. 
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The Dry Hollow coyote and the 





BLIND SETS 


By ALICE L. STEWART 


HEN I was a child many coyotes roamed 
the hills and valleys of southeastern 
Washington. We often saw them on the hills 
above our valley and heard their wild, weird 
barking and howling. We listened, spell- 
bound, to many a story of their doings. 
One such story was brought to us by an 
old couple we affectionately called Aunt 
Belle and Uncle Will. These dear folks 
lived in an ancient shack along one of the 
dirt roads that led back into the hills beyond 
Dry Hollow. Whenever one of them be- 
came ill or anything else happened to 
trouble them, they always sent us word or 
came to see us in their model-T Ford. 

I remember well the sultry summer eve- 
ning on which they first told us about the Dry 
Hollow coyote. It was getting dark when 
we heard their car coming slowly up the 
long dirt road that led to our house from 
the highway. Mom peered out of the living 
room window, watching it approach in deep 
concern. 

“Something must be really wrong with 
them, Isaac,” she told my dad, “or Will 
wouldn’t have driven all the way over here 
this late in the evening. You know how he 
hates to drive after dark.” 

But dad was already on his way out to 
open the gate. Mom and the rest of us 
hurried after him. 

“That old coyote that has been hanging 
around Dry Hollow all spring got Burdock 
tonight,” Uncle Will told us as soon as he 
stopped the model-T. Tears welled up in 
his eyes. 

Burdock was Uncle Will and Aunt 
Belle’s faithful old gray tomcat. For twelve 
years he had accompanied Uncle Will on 
his trips about the barnyard and into the 
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fields. He was almost as dear to Aunt Belle 
and Uncle Will as any child could have 
been. In the evenings he usually lay peace- 
fully purring on the burlap-carpeted living- 
room floor. 

White-haired Aunt Belle, in spite of 
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While mother waved her apron, | kneeled down and 
tried to pull up the stake that anchored the trap. 























severely limited means, insisted upon having 
some of the niceties of life, such as that 
burlap carpet in her living room. She made 
ruffled curtains for her windows and at- 
tractive scarves and tablecloths from bleached 
flour sacks. From dyed sacks she braided 
bright-colored throw rugs and pieced to- 
gether attractive cushion covers. A framed 
Home Sweet Home motto hung above the 
door that led from the living room to the 
kitchen. When Burdock lay on the living- 
room floor contentedly purring, he looked 
for all the world as if he were part of the 
room’s decoration. Yes, Burdock had a good 
home. He was loved, and he loved in re- 
turn. 

Before Burdock came to live with them, 
Aunt Belle and Uncle Will tried to keep a 
number of other cats, but all of them sick- 
ened and died. No cat, Uncle Will said, 
could live very long without some catnip 
leaves to nibble on. Certain it was that no 
catnip could grow in the light, dry soil 
of the hillside around Uncle Will's shack. 

Burdock was still a tiny kitten when 
Uncle Will solved the catnip problem by 
filling a box with the fertile soil by the 
Tucanon River and transplating into it 


some of the catnip that flourished there. 
(I am aware that many people believe 
catnip is not essential to a cat’s well-being. ) 
Be that as it may, Burdock lived and thrived 
in his hillside home. 












Then came that sultry summer evening 
of which I have already spoken. Uncle Will 
was resting in the shade with his chair tilted 
back against the weather-beaten walls of 
the shack. Around him was the barren yard. 
Burdock purred in innocent abandon amid 
the catnip plants in the flower box. 

The peaceful scene was suddenly and 
rudely shattered. A coyote pounced from be- 
hind a clump of sagebrush on the bank 
above the yard and snapped up the in- 
nocent puss. There was the sickening sound 
of crushed bone and the heart-rending sight 
of poor Burdock’s bleeding body being 
carried away. 

The legs of Uncle Will’s chair hit the 
sun-baked ground. “Belle,” he shrilled, 
“bring me my gun, quick!” 

By the time Belle could reach the scene, 
however, nothing remained of Burdock. 
Only the sound of Uncle Will’s stricken 
breathing, the tearless sobbing of an old 
woman, and the strong odor of crushed cat- 
nip lingered to tell of the tragedy. 

As Uncle Will finished his story, tears 
dimmed Aunt Belle’s eyes, and the hatred 
in Uncle Will’s voice failed to hide the 


fact that it trembled not so much with 
anger as with grief. 
Dad and mom looked at Harold and 


Carol and me in a silence that was eloquent 
with unspoken pleading. Our old mother 
cat had just presented us with six kittens. 
Three were black and white like the mother 
cat, two were what mom called a calico 
mixture, and one was a soft, long-furred 
gray. Mom always said that the first in a 
family of kittens to open its eyes would 
prove to be the smartest one. When we 
first saw the little gray kitten, Harold and 
Carol and I were sure it would be the 
first to open its eyes—and it was! It was 
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also the first to chase its tail. It was the 
only one that came to meet us when we 
climbed to the top of the haystack in the 
barn; it was the only one that tried to follow 
us when we left. Any of the others we would 
have given away gladly. None of them, 
however, would look anything like Burdock 
when they were grown. But the one with 
the long gray fur would look exactly like 
him. 

I looked down at my dirty bare feet, then 
up at Harold. He was twisting the sus- 
penders on his overalls. Carol’s head was 
tipped sharply to one side and her tongue 
was caught between her teeth. She was not 
yet six years old and was still wearing those 
babyish, peg-pointed coveralls mother made 
for her, but she was as smart as the crack 
of a whip. She understood all too well what 
dad and mom wanted us to do. 

I went to get a lantern. Might as well get 
this over with quickly. Harold and Carol 
followed me to the barn, and I wondered 
why, with so much territory all around her, 
the Dry Hollow coyote came right into 
the dooryard to snap up poor old Burdock. 
She had only to trot to the hilltop on one 
side of Dry Hollow and she could look 
down into the Pataha Valley where hundreds 
of jack rabbits, cottontails, rats, mice, and 
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gophers had free run of the valley. Wouldn't 
you think that the sight of such a valley 
would have made her heart sing and her 
footsteps quicken? But no. Indeed, no! 
She chose to snap up poor old treasured 
Burdock instead. 

The wise old coyote knew where the 
best apples grew. She knew the location 
of all the watermelon patches too. While 
the melons were ripe she often trotted into 
these patches an hour or so after dark to 
hunt for the ripest, sweetest fruit. No 
cracked, soured-in-the-sun melons for her! 
No partially ripened ones either! Just how 
this connoisseur of melon patches found the 
melons when they were at their best, the 
farmers could never decide; but find them 
she most certainly did. When she found one 
to her liking, she quickly sank her teeth 
through the thick green rind into the juicy, 
sugar-sweet flesh. Sometimes on her home- 
ward way she paused long enough to bite 
into several of the windfall apples in the 
grass. 

Every night while our watermelons were 
ripening, my three brothers—Bob, Marion, 
and Harold—put their bed rolls down in 
different parts of the melon patch. Primar- 
ily, this was a precaution against the human 


To page 17 


















































Trapped in the Jungle 


By DOROTHY WATTS 


| eae missionary and his helpers were 
trapped! In front were the raging waters 
of the Godavari River. Behind was the jun- 
gle. Night was coming on and already the 
tigers were roaring. 

What would they do? Indeed, what could 
they do? 

The hired carriers had dropped their 
loads and run away. 

The only boat available had broken down 
fighting the swift current. The only thing 
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Dr. Chamberlain hurried to the head of the column 
and shouted, “Turn here and go to the Godavari!” 


to do seemed to be to take the path through 
the dangerous jungle to higher ground. 

Dr. Chamberlain, the missionary, dropped 
back a little while the native teacher 
marched on. He fell to his knees and prayed. 
“Oh, Master, did I not come here to work 
for You? Did You not promise to be with 
me? Master, please show me what to do.” 

It seemed that a voice spoke to him as 
clearly as if someone were standing beside 
him: “Turn to the left. Go to the Godavari 
and you will find help. Turn to the left. Go 
to the Godavari and you will find help.” 

Dr. Chamberlain ran forward quickly and 
overtook the guides. 

“How far is it to the Godavari?” he asked. 

“A mile, at least, sir.” 

“Surely there is a village there,” ventured 
the missionary. 

“No, sir, not within many miles.” 

“Then there must be a mound, a rising 
ground on which we can camp out of the 
water,” continued Dr. Chamberlain. 

“No, it is all low and flat just as it is here.” 

The missionary dropped back and prayed 
again. Again came the answer: “Turn to the 
left. Go to the Godavari and you will find 
help.” 

Again he went to question the guides. 

“Are you positive that there is no high 
place where we could camp for the night 
with the river on one side for protection and 
campfires on the other?” 

“We are sure,” replied the guides. 

“But, think! Maybe there is some dry 
timber that we could use to make a raft.” 

“Nothing is dry in this weather. If it 
were, it would be washed away by now.” 

“Perhaps there is a boat.” 

“No, sir. We are sure there is no boat 
closer than the cataract.” To page 17 
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Whose VACANT House? 


By ENID SPARKS 


HERE are you going?” mother asked 

as Lloyd hurried from the garage. 

Stopping short and looking down at the 

ground, Lloyd murmured something about 
going for a ride on his bicycle. 

“Where? Alone?”. asked mother. 

“Not exactly,” answered Lloyd. “Jim and 
Tom and I are just going along Military 
Road around Mount Nebo.” 

“There seems to be something that holds 
an attraction for you fellows on the other 
side of that mountain. Listen, son. Your 
father and I expect you to belong to the 
best gang around here. Remember what 
happened to the other gangs that played on 
Mount Nebo.” 

“Mom, you have said that before. We're 
not going to get into any trouble. We're just 
going to ride around on our bikes.” 

Before mother could say another word, 
Lloyd was pedaling fast to meet Jim and 
Tom. 

He was wondering whether mother un- 
derstood how much fun it was to ride past 
that old vacant house on Military Road. He 
skidded his bike to a halt at one side of the 
muddy fork where Jim and Tom were wait- 
ing for him. 

“Hi!” came a duet. “We're off to explore 
the vacant house.” 

Why not? The boys were ready to fol- 
low any excitement. There could be noth- 
ing wrong with exploring a house that 
was vacant. If anybody cared for it, why 
didn’t they let someone live in it? It had 
been there ever since the road builders had 
moved it to make room for the freeway. 

But there was an eerie, lonesome feeling 
around the old deserted building. The wind 
was banging the loose boards on the porch 
as the three boys crept up the front steps. 
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They peeked in at the windows. It was dark 
and spooky inside. 

Mustering courage, they tried the door. 
To their great surprise, it moved as the three 
lunged against it. 

“Upstairs first. Begin at the top and 
work down,” Tom ordered. 

Light shining through the open door 
cast a shadowy glow that added a weirdness 
to the atmosphere the boys had not antici- 
pated. Each clung to the wabbling stairrail 
as the steps squeaked beneath their feet. 
The boards gave slightly under their weight 
with each ascending step. 

What if they gave way? Lloyd was be- 
ginning to feel sick in the pit of his stom- 
ach. He promised himself that next time 
he would listen to his mother. 

At the head of the stairs Tom kicked a 
door open. The boys’ eyes were glued to the 
sight before them. Lloyd picked up a large 
bottle from the side of the bed. A skull and 
crossbones printed on the label added to their 
uneasiness. By this time Lloyd was wishing 
that somehow he could retreat homeward 
without embarrassment, but there was no 
way to escape without losing face. If the 
other fellows could take it, he would surely 
have to. 

When the boys entered the next bed- 
room they saw an uncovered place on the 
edge of the bed and a big hump in the mid- 
dle. The hump seemed to be moving. 

“Someone’s there,” Lloyd whispered. 

“No, it’s just the covers thrown back. 
What’s the matter? Are you scared?” Jim 
asked. Nevertheless he descended the stairs 
with amazing speed, followed closely by 
the other two. 

“Let’s beat it out the back door. It’s closer 
to the road,” suggested Tom. 


























But in she kitchen a more: spooky sight 
met their eyes—a pile of something that 
looked as if someone might be buried un- 
der it. Old letters were scattered on the 
kitchen floor. Trying to be brave, Lloyd 
picked one of them up and thrust it into his 
shirt pocket. Just then a gust of wind rattled 
the window shade that was dangling from 
| one roller. The boys stumbled over one 
another trying to get out the back door. 

The fresh air and sunlight revived them 
and their fears began to abate. As they 
walked through a swamp, Lloyd exclaimed, 
“What's that? My feet struck something.” 

They began to pull the grass away from 
an old wagon wheel. “Boy, this will make a 
trophy. Let’s pry it up and roll it down the 


large man racing across the field toward 
them, frantically waving his arms. 

He stopped between the boys and the 
road, towering above them like a giant. 
Lloyd paled. A dozen rocks seemed to fall 
in his stomach. Why, oh, why had he come 
to explore this vacant house? 

As the man growled at them about leav- 
ing his property alone, the boys looked at 
him in dumb amazement, too frightened 
to move. 

Lloyd knew he was looking right at 
that letter in his shirt pocket. “You fellows 
stay out of this house!” the man yelled, and 
there followed an avalanche of angry words. 

Finally his huge figure stepped aside. The 
boys looked at one another and the great ex- 


road,” Jim said. 


But by struggling with all their might, 


the boys couldn’t budge it. 
“Here, fellows. Let’s pull 
shouted Tom. 


together,” 


ploring party dissolved in a mad dash for 
the road. The only thing that kept Lloyd 
from being first on the highway was the 
fact that Jim was so scared he rode right 
past him. 


They paused to take a good deep breath, 
but were frozen in their tracks by the 
sound of a voice screaming, “Get out of 
there! Don’t touch my wagon wheel!” 

Hearts thumping, they turned to see a 


Pedaling as fast as he could, Lloyd skidded 
to a halt at the garage and raced up the 
steps, still pale. He wanted to tell his mother 
everything before that giant had time to 
catch up. 
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The house was vacant—but there was a hump in the middle of the bed, and it seemed to be moving. 
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If 2 Cakes Cost 29 Cents and : 


. papel CORDINER glanced longingly 
at the huge four-layer cake with its 
fluffy white frosting dotted here and there 
with red cinnamon candies. He licked his 
lips. What wouldn’t he give for a piece of 
that beauty with its fruit filling? A sharp 
knife hung in a rack on the wall not two 
feet from his eager fingers, but he knew 
what his sister would do to him if he so 
much as made a dent in mother’s birthday 
cake. He sighed and went out the kitchen 
door. It only made him more hungry to 
stand and gaze, so he might as well be out 
playing baseball. 

Easily jumping the back fence, he heard 
the muffled clinking of coins and stopped 
to investigate the contents of his pockets. 
His hand brought out two coins. “Hm! Well, 
what do you know? Fifteen cents. Wonder 
how I ever managed to miss that? Why 
play ball when there’s money burning a 
hole in my pocket?” Off he went toward 
town. 

Picture mentally what Steven looked like. 
No! He had neither blond nor red nor 
black hair. His eyes were neither blue, 
green, nor black. He was mot a big fat hunk 
of blubber with holes in his teeth just be- 
cause he had a mania for anything sweet. 

He was a small chap with sparkling 
brown eyes, brown hair, and the most per- 
fect set of teeth a boy could ever wish for. 
He was rarely ever sick although he could 
consume enough sugar for three boys his 
size. 

Why he had such an enormous taste for 
the sweeter side of life, no one could figure 
out. He just did. And though he swallowed 
pounds of food a day he never seemed to 
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By ALTA PETERSEN 


gain an ounce. He weighed at least thirty 
pounds less than a younger brother who ate 
less than he did. It was a mystery. 

Every morning at five Steven crawled out 
of bed, trotted around his paper route, and 
came back home for a big breakfast. Dinner- 
time and suppertime found him as hungry 
as a bear whether he ate between meals or 
whether he didn’t. 

This had been going on so long that his 
parents and several brothers and sisters had 
ceased to marvel at the quantity of food he 
consumed. 

In the city some life still moves while 
the greater portion is slumbering. Gasoline 
trucks come and go. Mail trucks toss sacks 
of mail into the proper places and leave 
with others. The bread truck comes into 
town and leave boxes of fresh breads and 
baked goods outside the grocery store. 

The truck driver can’t get into the store 
because no self-respecting grocery is open 
at four-forty-five in the morning. It is 
strange that no one ever bothered the goods 
he left, not even a stray hound looking for a 
handout; but then few people are on the 
prowl at such an early hour. 

One of Mr. Wilcox’s fingers thoughtfully 
furrowed a few gray curls as he looked at 
the driver's list in his other hand. Carefully 
he counted the loaves of bread. Correct. 
Next the rolls and buns. Correct. But the 
cinnamon rolls and the small cakes . . . 

When Eddie Jones stopped that after- 
noon on his return trip to pick up the empty 
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Hidden inside the store, Mr. Wilcox watched the boy 
take four packages from the box of baked goods. 











id 3 Cakes Cost— 
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box and money, he shook his head. “That's 
the first time I ever made a mistake like 
that. I always count everything twice. Huh! 
A package of cinnamon rolls and three 
small cakes missing. Well, I guess you'll 
just have to cross them off the bill, but I 
was sure I put in twenty-four packages of 
rolls and twelve assorted small cakes. 
Strange.” 

The proper amount was in the boxes the 
next few days and the incident was almost 
forgotten. 

Two weeks later one of the boxes was 
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short a package of cookies, two chocolate 
cakes, and a package of Danish pastry. Mr. 
Wilcox had a mind to report the driver of 
the truck, but he was a patient, understand- 
ing person, allowing that all made mistakes 
sometime or other. 

“Mr. Wilcox,” Eddie declared, pushing 
his cap to the back of his head, “I know I 
never left anything off your order. I can’t 
afford to pay for it myself this time. I’m just 
positive I had the correct amount. Are you 
sure someone isn’t helping himself before 
you get to the store?” 

“No, I’m not sure, Eddie. But the truck 
has been delivering goods outside this door 
for the past fifteen years and I never missed 
a raisin before. I don’t understand it.” 

The same thing happened on two more 
mornings. 

Then for several mornings the boxes 
were filled as listed and Mr. Wilcox was be- 
coming disappointed in Eddie. He felt cer- 
tain now that the young driver had decided 
for some reason to make a few extra pennies 
on the side. 

Then it happened again. 


Mr. Wilcox was furious! Of all the days 
to short him on an order, Saturday was the 
worst. Eddie could not explain it. So he and 
Mr. Wilcox laid a few plans. 












Nothing was missing on Monday or Tues- 
day or Wednesday. In fact, Mr. Wilcox was 
beginning to reroute his thoughts and con- 
clude that Eddie must be the culprit. 

It was the gray hour of the morning, be- 
fore the night shadows had completely van- 
ished, yet a faint note of sunrise was creep- 
ing up the eastern sky. From his place inside 
the darkened store Mr. Wilcox saw some- 
thing like a shadow quickly pass the large 
window in the front of the building. The 
bread truck had been gone for several min- 
utes and even the hum of its motor had died 
away on the silent morning air. 








Take Time for the Joy of Living 
By JANET NEAVLES 


Take time for the joy of living 

For the friends that you meet on the way. 
If you get there today or tomorrow, 

‘Twill all be the same some day. 


By the time that you're an old graybeard, 
Life's struggles will seem very tame. 

And no one will care if you won or lost, 
But they'll care how you played the game. 


Life can be grim or a pleasure, 
And it's all up to you to say; 
So take time for the joy of living, 
And for friends that you meet on the way. 





Ha!. Yes! Someone was slipping around 
the corner of the doorway. Someone was 
bending over the bakery box! One, two, 
three, four packages were removed and the 
box quickly closed again. Just as quickly 
the shadow was gone. 
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Sick was not exactly the word for the 
feeling in the pit of Mr. Wilcox’s stomach 
as he realized who the “shadow” was. But it 
didn’t stop him from hurrying to the tele- 
phone, then slipping out the side door to 
wait in his car for the town marshal to 
appear. 

It didn’t take long, and the two men be- 
gan to pick up the trail of the cake snatcher. 
They missed him at first, for he had turned 
a block before they had expected him to and 
they had to back track. When they reached 
him, only a small portion of one cake 
remained of the four packages he had taken. 

“Whatever is the matter with you, Mari- 
etta?” Mrs. Cordiner asked, watching her 
daughter pace back and forth from the din- 
ing room to the kitchen. “What are you so 
nervous about? Why do you keep looking 
out the window?” 

Marietta sighed. “It’s long past time for 
Steven to return. What has happened to 
him? I've the queerest feeling that some- 
thing has gone wrong.” 

“Aw, nonsense,” snorted her father rising 
from the table. “He’s all right. He never 
carries any money on the route and he’s too 
old and too homely for anyone to kidnap. 
Sit down and eat your breakfast.” 

Another sigh. “I suppose it is silly but 





The telephone rang and Mr. Cordiner 
groaned. Anyone who called that early 
meant extra work for him. They always 
had to call early to catch him before he 
went to the office. 

“Hello?” Mrs. Cordiner picked up the 
receiver. “Yes. Andrew, it’s for you.” 

“Hello?” in his deepest cellar bass. “Who? 
What's that? Where is he? I'll be right up.” 

“What's wrong?” asked Mrs. Cordiner, 
watching the strangest expressions coming 
and going over her husband’s face. 

“It’s Steven, isn’t it?” Marietta caught 
her breath. “He’s in trouble, isn’t he?” 

A shaky sigh passed her father’s lips and 
he reached for his hat. “He’s in jail.” 

“Jail!” gasped Mrs. Cordiner, sinking into 
the nearest chair. “What , 

“I knew it! I knew it! I knew it!” Mari- 
etta went to the kitchen, but she couldn't 
eat. She felt more like lying down and 
bawling like a baby, but she knew it wouldn’t 
do any good. 

Mr. Wilcox was waiting at the town’s 
tiny jail when Mr. Cordiner opened the 
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World's Smartest 


WHALE 


By TERRY KAY 


HE world’s smartest whale is Bubbles, 

who weighs 1,700 pounds and lives in 
Marineland of the Pacific in Southern Cali- 
fornia. 

Bubbles has learned how to do more 
than a dozen tricks. She is the star at the 
huge Oceanarium near Los Angeles. 

When Bubbles goes into her act the 
crowd loves every minute of it. The 14- 
foot whale shakes hands (flippers), “sings,” 
dances, hits a punching bag, leaps a hurdle, 
rides a man on her back, lifts a light-weight 
plastic barbell, nods her head to say Yes, 
then waves good-by. 


















So smart is this sea mammal that she 
can learn simple tricks in only a few days. 
The harder ones take not much longer. In 
a few weeks’ time Bubbles knew how to 
blow horns, jump the hurdle, squirt water, 
and retrieve beach rings and giant balls. 
She also learned to waltz, which she does 
by rolling around in the water in a funny 
manner. 

She devours 60 pounds of squid every 
day. She lives in an oval tank 100 feet long, 
50 feet wide, and 22 feet deep. With her 
live more than 2,000 other water creatures 
ranging from a 400-pound black sea bass 
down to tiny perchlike fish weighing a few 
ounces. 

Bubbles loves all her neighbors—except 


Bubbles leaps for a handout of fish, then takes 
a barbell from her trainer’s hand. These are just 
a few of the many tricks this smart whale can do. 


MARINELAND PHOTOS 
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for a dolphin. The dastardly dolphin keeps 
stealing her squid. Bubbles lunges at the 
thief, but since the pirate is faster than she 
—in fact the fastest swimmer in the tank— 
she never can catch it. 

“Oh, well,” she probably figures, “I can 
always eat. All I have to do is start perform- 
ing my tricks.” And no one knows how 
many tricks this grade-A student will even- 
tually learn. 


Fed by a Cat 
From page 3 


Sir Henry held the cat till his hands were 
warm, then let her go. She jumped back 
through the window and in a little while the 
jailer returned with the cooked pigeon. 

Another day the cat came back again. 
And another day too. Every time she brought 
a pigeon. Every time the jailer cooked it. 
And every time Sir Henry thanked God for 
keeping him from starvation. 

Then one day the jailer came with happy 
news. “You are free! There’s a new king 
and he wants to see you!” 

Sir Henry went to the king’s palace. Now 
he was the king’s friend. He bought himself 
a new home. His wealth came back. But he 
never forgot how God sent a cat to feed 
him when he was so cold and so hungry in 
that horrible prison, almost exactly four 
hundred and seventy-five years ago. 


Ouch! 
From page 5 


Sure enough, the boys could now hear the 
angry buzzing, but they could not see any 
bees. Billy was so excited that he jumped 
to his feet and looked as if he wanted to 
start running around the table again. 

As soon as Billy moved, the buzzing came 
louder and angrier. Then one of Billy's 
friends who had moved behind him saw the 
back of Billy’s jacket moving, and as he 
leaned closer, he heard the buzzing more 
clearly. Quickly he slapped at the move- 
ment on Billy’s jacket, and the buzz stopped. 

“Take off your jacket,” he said to Billy. 

Off came the jacket, and there, crushed 
against the lining, was a bee. It had been 
caught in Billy’s jacket when he buttoned 
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it as he ran. Fortunately, the bee’s back was to 
Billy's back, and when it pushed _ its 
stinger, it went into the jacket instead of 
into Billy. Everybody laughed. It seemed so 
funny. 

The boys now began to check up on their 
injuries. They all had been stung several 
times, and the places were getting sore. 

Father and mother arrived on the scene. 
They had miraculously escaped being stung, 
and were determined to punish the boys. 
But when they saw the swollen places on 
the boys’ faces and hands, they felt that they 
had been punished enough. Soon they were 
pulling out stingers and applying a soothing 
lotion to the sore places. How they did 
laugh when they heard about the bee in 
Billy’s jacket! 

But if anyone ever asked Billy to steal 
something after that, he would say, “No, 
thank you. There might be a hidden bee- 


hive, and bee stings hurt! Ouch!” 


If 2 Cakes Cost 29 Cents and 
3 Cakes Cost— 


From page 14 


door and gazed about the room for his son. 
He felt sorry for the boy’s father, for he 
knew how strict the man was in matters of 
honesty, and he knew, too, that Steven had 
been brought up in the same manner. 

“Good morning, Andy. I’m sorry to have 
to do this, but it is the way things turned 
out. He asked me not to call you, but he is 
too young to bear this alone.” 

Mr. Cordiner saw Steven then, sitting in 
the lonely cell, nervously wringing his 
hands. The thin, tear-streaked face told only 
too plainly the way he felt for having brought 
such shame on his father’s name. “What's 
wrong?” Mr. Cordiner asked. 


The grocer told about the cakes and 
cookies and rolls, and added, “It’s beyond 
my comprehension how even an adult could 
stack away a dozen sweet rolls, a chocolate 
cake, and a dozen cookies in less than half 
an hour.” 

“Honest, Dad, I didn’t mean to.” Steven 
raised his tear-filled eyes to his father’s and 
found that they were tear-filled too. “It 
seemed so easy that first time and 
Oh, I've been an awful fool. Just leave me 
here to sit it out.” 
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Mr. Wilcox motioned for Mr. Cordiner 
to come back to the desk. “Andy, altogether 
he has taken $16.59 worth of goods. If you 
will pay me for what he has eaten, I'll drop 
the charges. Fred says he won't even make 
a record of it. I don’t want to get him in 
trouble and I really don’t think he meant 
any harm. He’s not a thief at heart. What 
do you say?” 

Steven—believe it or not—lost all taste 
for sweets. He’s a grown man now with a 
child of his own, but it’s a rare day when 
he ever touches cake, pie, cookies, or rolls. 

Would you have done what Mr. Wilcox 
did? Few would have. 

There was another Man who—many 
years ago—paid the price of your mistakes 
before you were born. Are you willing to 
let Him settle the account and cross the 
record out of your book in heaven? 





Trapped in the Jungle 
From page 9 


“How long would it take us to reach the 
river by the nearest path?” 

“Half an hour; but it would be time lost. 
We would have to come back here again 
and cut our way through the jungle to the 
bluff. It is the only thing we can do.” 

_ “How long will it take us to cut through to 
the bluff?” 

“Sir, it will take at least six hours, and it 
will be dark in only one hour. We cannot 
go forward then. What are we going to do 
for the night?” 

“God knows,” was all Dr. Chamberlain 
replied. 

Once again he dropped behind the others. 
Once again he prayed. Once again came the 
answer: “Turn to the left. Go to the Go- 
davari and you will find help.” 

“It is God’s answer to my prayer,” Dr. 
Chamberlain decided. “I cannot doubt. I 
must act quickly.” 

He hurried to the guides at the head of 
the column and shouted, “Halt! Turn sharp 
to the left. Show us the shortest way to the 
Godavari.” 

“No, sir!” they answered at once. “It will 
be time lost and the river might rise higher 
and wash us all away.” 

“Obey!” snapped Dr. Chamberlain. “I 
am the boss here. Show me the way to the 
river.” 


“Please, sir,’ the native teacher pleaded. 

“There is help at the river,” the missionary 
said. 

In a short time the travelers cut their 
way through to the river. 

Before them on the shore a boat crew was 
struggling to tie a large barge to a tree. 
The craft had broken loose far upstream 
and the men had not been able to stop it 
until that very moment. They thought Dr. 
Chamberlain must be an official of the com- 
pany they were working for. 

“Please, sir, do not be angry with us,” 
they begged. “We did our best to stop it, 
but it seemed as though it was ‘possessed.’ 
We do not know what happened.” 

But Dr. Chamberlain knew, and he bowed 
his head and thanked God. 





Blind Sets 
From page 8 


beings who thought it fun to raid a water- 
melon patch, carry away all the melons they 
wanted, then smash all that remained, green 
and ripe alike, before they pulled and piled 
the vines as a final parting gesture. 

One night my brothers awoke to pande- 
monium in a far corner of the watermelon 
field. When they swung a light to that 
corner they could see four coyotes, one of 
which they believed from its size to be the 
Dry Hollow coyote, rejoicing over a water- 
melon feast. The coyotes fled across the 
field in the direction of the hilltop. The two 
dogs my brothers kept with them pursued 
the fleeing coyotes, barking madly. Bells 
that the boys strung on wires and stretched 
in different directions across the patch rang 
as coyotes and dogs brushed against them. 
The boys shouted and fired their guns. 

Dad, sound asleep at home, awoke to the 
bedlam. When the noise subsided as quickly 
as it began, dad fully expected to find the 
dogs clubbed into silence, the boys bound 
and gagged, and some fun-loving harvest 
crew merrily raiding the melons. Instead, 
he was surprised to find the boys snuggled 
beneath their covers and the dogs sleeping 
peacefully nearby. “There was nothing to 
worry about tonight, Dad,” Harold ex- 
plained. “The raiders were wild animals, 
not civilized men.” 

Late in the summer my brothers watched 
the big coyote catch grasshoppers in Meadow 
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FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


If you want pen pals, write to some of these boys 
and girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you. 





William Artur Boasiako, age 13. c/o Okyere Law- 
rence, C.H.C., P.O. Box 319, Kumasi, Ghana, Africa. 

Twila Irene Slagle, age 14. Sargent, Nebraska, 
U.S.A. Riding horses, cooking. 

Laura Miler, age 14. 2652 N.W. Thurman, Port- 
land, Oregon, U.S.A. Sports, stamps, nature study. 

Linda Weaver, 830 Leonard Avenue, Zanesville, 
Ohio, U.S.A. 

Charles Addom, age 16. P.O. Box 208, Kumasi, 
Ghana, West Africa. 

Giny Vee Youngberg, age 14. Box 8, Graysville, 
Tennessee, U.S.A. Sewing, reading, fancy needle- 
work, post cards, camping, nature study, horses, kit- 
tens, and enjoys school very much! 

Linda Phillips, age 14. Mode, Illinois, U.S.A. Read- 
ing, sports. 

Rosario Avancena, Osmena Street, Arevalo, Iloilo, 
Philippine Islands. Reading, cooking. 

Linda Baylen, Osmena Street, Arevalo, Iloilo, Phil- 
ippine Islands. Reading, sewing, post cards. 

Naomi Lee, age 16. Philippine Union College, Box 
1772, Manila, Philippine Islands. Stamps, reading. 

Aurora Bobila, age 16. Philippine Union College, 
Box 1772, Manila, Philippines. Skating, stamps. 








Gulch. This gulch was a wide groove in the 
hilltop near Dry Hollow. It must have 
been watered by underground springs, for 
it remained green throughout all the parch- 
ing summer months. The grasshoppers gath- 
ered into it in clouds from the drying hill- 
sides. The old coyote pounced hither and 
thither after the startled insects, trying to 
slap her paw down over one here and one 
there, to catch them all before they could 
hop away from her again. My brothers 
laughed till tears rolled down their cheeks 
as they imitated the distracted coyote. 

There were other stories about the old 
coyote. The school children saw her eating 
mulberries by Jackson’s Hill. Nat Sander- 
son, who had to be at work before sunrise, 
reported that he saw her quite regularly 
searching the highway for dead _ rabbits, 
squirrels, and birds that had been blinded 
by headlights and killed. 

Times were hard when we moved into 
the Pataha Valley, and making a living in 
such a place took the combined efforts of the 
entire family. My brothers stripped an old 
car to the running gears and traveled up 
and down the smoother slopes of the hills 
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and across the tops of them, trapping coyotes 
for the bounty paid on them. | often accom- 
panied them on these trips and became 
familiar with trap setting and bait making. 
For example, I knew that a coyote trapper 
seldom if ever sets a lone trap. All traps 
are carefully concealed, and the one that is 
scented is always accompanied by one or 
more concealed and unscented traps, called 
blind sets. Some trappers believe that a coy- 
ote can detect the odor of untreated iron 
traps. My brothers boiled their traps with 
branches of sagebrush and set them with 
rubber gloves to avoid any possibility of lin- 
gering human scent. They sifted powdered 
dust down over the traps until every one of 
them was completely concealed. They con- 
cocted all sorts of delectable bait mixtures. 
One of them was composed of rotten eggs, 
ground red horse suckers, and skunk and 
muskrat musk, the whole bottled in gallon 
glass jugs and set in the sun to ripen. The 
coyotes went for it in a big way. I’m sure 
they could smell it at least a mile away! 

Early every spring, August, one of the 
herders from the Maxson brothers’ sheep 
ranch, and his sheep dogs moved into Dry 
Hollow and lived in a tiny shack built high 
on the slope of the hill. Early every morning 
August herded his sheep out onto the hill- 
side to graze, and every night he herded 
them back and fastened them into the board 
corral beside his shack. 

The two dogs that accompanied August 
into the hollow were wonderful sheep dogs, 
but they were “one-man dogs.” Whenever 
a new herder in the Maxson outfit tried to 
use them, they sat still, looking up at him, 
wagging their tails and whining. But when 
August gave a command, they obeyed in- 
stantly. Those dogs, you see, understood not 
so much as one word of English. French 
was August's native language and in it he 
had cunningly trained his dogs. 

Occasionally during the weeks that he 
lived in Dry Hollow, August caught sight 
of the big coyote. He did not worry about 
her very much, however, since the old coy- 
ote and her kin had not stolen so much as 
one wee lamb from his flocks. During the 
early spring months wild game was always 
plentiful. Furthermore, as I have already 
told you, the sheep dogs were well trained 
and watchful. 

For her part, the old coyote seemed to 
worry even less about Old August and his 
snooty French-language dogs. This hollow, 

















the hills surrounding it, and the valleys be- 
yond had always been her hunting grounds. 
They would remain so until she died. 

Strange as it may seem, a spell of home- 
sickness that came over Old August during 
one of his spring sojourns at Dry Hollow 
proved to be the first in a series of events 
that led toward the end of the story for the 
Dry Hollow coyote, for our dog, Bowser, 
and—it could very well have been—for me. 
This homesickness grew on Old August until 
he spent more time perched on the top of a 
big rock, haranguing his flocks, than he 
spent in caring for them. Rumor had it that 
years ago when he was a young man he had 
been an officer in the French Army. Now 
the past began to merge with the present in 
August's mind, whetting his hunger for 
home. Several weeks before his spring stay 
in Dry Hollow was at an end, August gave 
the Maxson brothers notice that he wished 
to visit France. 

A new herder moved into the shack on 
the hillside and tried to retrain August’s 
dogs. The newcomer’s ways were strange and 
his words unintelligible; the dogs whined 
piteously as they slunk away from his angry 
tirades. Occasionally now, while the flock 
was spread out on the hillside, a sheep 
would stray away. 

Our two black and white dogs had always 
taken an interest in hunting on the hills. 
Bowser, a powerfully built dog, would run 
to Bounce, a more delicately built dog, and 
stand up against his shoulder. He would 
talk with a peculiar sort of language that 
seemed to come from somewhere low in his 
throat. He would jump and talk, then 
bound forward and back until he had aroused 
Bounce’s interest to fever pitch. Then away 
the two of them would race toward the hills. 

How well I remember the first time Bow- 
ser came home alone! He squeezed his big 
body under the yard gate in a cloud of 
dust, snatched a hasty breakfast, then streaked 
off for the hills again. At night he repeated 
the performance. This time my brothers 
followed him. Bounce was in a coyote trap. 
Bowser had seated himself at a safe distance, 
and was looking dolefully on. In the weeks 
that followed, it became routine for dad or 
my brothers to follow Bowser and release 
Bounce. 

“Go on, stupid,” my brother Harold told 
Bounce one day when he saw Bowser urging 
the dog to go with him on another trip to 
the hills. “Go on! Let him lead you into an- 


SS 


hy 
iy 


Ness 
8 





LESSONS FROM THE OUT-OF-DOORS 


July 

31. Ps. 136:26 Give thanks to God 
August 

1. Job 28:26 Everything in perfect balance 
2. Pa: 3p:1 God is mighty in power 

3. oct. 14:1 Share generously with others 
4. Job 12:8 All creation speaks 

5. Matt. 10:16 Be wise, yet harmless 

6. 1 Sam. 17:37 God’s deliverance 








other trap. You'll never learn to stay out of 
them.” 

He was wrong. Bounce did learn to stay 
out of coyote traps, and the day came when 
it was Bowser, not Bounce, who failed to 
come home. But wait, I am getting ahead 
of my story. 


One day as he passed through Dry Hol- 
low my dad stopped to talk with the new 
herder. “I run my legs off trying to keep the 
sheep together,” the herder told dad. “The 
first week I was here I lost two sheep and a 
lamb to the coyotes. Last night a coyote 
climbed over the corral fence and killed an- 
other. If these crazy dogs put up a fuss, I 
didn’t hear them.” The herder slammed a 
stick at the dogs, and they slunk away to 
look for Old August. 

Before long other sheep ranchers in the 
vicinity reported the loss of sheep. Some- 
times the slaughtered sheep were strays, but 
as often as not, the coyote climbed over a cor- 
ral fence and killed sheep that were bedded 
down for the night. A government trapper 
was sent into the region. Not long after he 
arrived, Bowser failed to return from a 
hunting trip. 

“He’s in a coyote trap,” mom told us 
with conviction. My brothers inspected all 
their traps, and assured her that he was in 
none of them. Dad asked the government 

To page 21 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


Lesson Theme for the third quarter: “The Path of Obedience" 


Vl—The Day of Worship 


(August 6) 


Memory VERSE: “The sabbath was made for 
man, and not man for the sabbath” (Mark 2:27). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read in Mark 1:21-31 about some miracles that 
Jesus performed on the Sabbath. Repeat the 
fourth commandment (Ex. 20:8-11). Learn the 
memory verse. 


SUNDAY 
The Sabbath Shows God’s Care for Us 


Open your Bible to Exodus 20. 


This week we are thinking about the last of 
the four commandments in the pathway of love 
and obedience to God. The last six tell us about 
our duty in loving our fellow men. 

The first commandment tells us about the 
object of our worship—the Lord God. 

The second commandment tells us about the 
way to worship—giving Him our wholehearted 
devotion. 

The third commandment tells us about the 
care we must exercise in using His name. 

The fourth commandment tells us about the 
day on which to worship God. 

Every one of the Ten Commandments shows 
us in some way how much God cares for us and 
how He understands our needs. Repeat or read 
the commandment (verses 8-11) and see what 
need it supplies. 

God saw that man needed the seventh day of 
the week on which to rest from his usual work, 
and to worship his Creator, and to meditate on 
the things He had made, and so He gave man 
the Sabbath day for this purpose. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 336. 


THINK what a considerate heavenly Father we 
have. . 
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GIVE THANKS that God understands and pro- 
vides for your many needs. 


MONDAY 
Creating the Sabbath 


Open your Bible to Genesis 2. 


The commandment about the Sabbath begins 
with the word remember. The Sabbath, like the 
other nine commandments, was not new to the 
children of Israel. The Sabbath is as old as the 
world. Read about the first Sabbath, in verses 
1 and 2. 

What a Sabbath that must have been for 
Adam and Eve, as they walked from one beauti- 
ful scene to another. Every marvel of flower and 
tree, of bird and animal, caused them to praise 
the Creator of the beauty that lay everywhere 
around, above, and beneath them. 

God did something to that first seventh-day 
Sabbath to make it different from the six days 
that went before it. In fact He did two things. 
Look in verse 3 and find what these two things 
were, 

The Sabbath is a blessing to all who look on it 
as a day blessed, hallowed, and sanctified by God. 

“The Sabbath calls our thoughts to nature, 
and brings us into communion with the Creator. 
In the song of the bird, the sighing of the trees, 
and the music of the sea, we still may hear His 
voice who talked with Adam in Eden in the cool 
of the day. And as we behold His power in nature 
we find comfort, for the word that created all 
things is that which speaks life to the soul.”— 
The Desire of Ages, pp. 281, 282. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
281, pars. 1-3. 

THINK! Do you take the opportunity each Sab- 
bath to get better acquainted with the Creator? 

Pray to learn to know God better through 
the things He has made. 





TUESDAY 
Christ and the Sabbath 


Open your Bible to John 9. 


Jesus came to “magnify” the law—to make 
it more plain. Satan had succeeded in getting 
the Jewish leaders to make the Sabbath a very 
uncomfortable day, the keeping of which re- 
quired many regulations. Jesus came “to free 
the Sabbath from those burdensome require- 
ments that had made it a curse instead of a 
blessing.”—-The Desire of Ages, p. 206. 

Jesus performed several miracles on the Sab- 
bath. He healed the man who cried out in the 
synagogue on the Sabbath. It was Sabbath when 
He healed Peter’s wife’s mother of a high fever. 
The man with the withered hand had its use 
restored to him on the Sabbath. The woman 
who was bent over, the man with the dropsy, 
and the lame man beside the pool at Bethesda, 
also were healed on the Sabbath. In verses 1-7 
and 14 find another miracle Jesus performed 
on the Sabbath. 

The Jews were very much upset because Jesus 
had healed the blind man on the Sabbath. Christ 
showed the Jews that the Sabbath is a gift 
from God for our good. He showed that it was 
to be free from petty restrictions and that we 
should do good on the Sabbath. “The sabbath 
was made for man, and not man for the sab- 
bath” (Mark 2:27), He reminded them. Jesus 
kept the Sabbath properly although He did not 
observe it as the Jews did. The Gospels tell us 
that it was His custom to attend the synagogue 
on that day. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
207, pars. 1, 2 


THINK how Christ set us an example in the 
right way to observe the Sabbath. 


Pray to follow His example in Sabbathkeeping. 


WEDNESDAY 


How to Keep the Sabbath 


Open your Bible to Isaiah 58. 


Many, many times the children of Israel had 
to be reminded about the Sabbath. When they 
first came out of Egypt they were very careless 
about its observance. A wonderful miracle helped 
them in their Sabbathkeeping, however. God 
caused manna to fall fresh every day except on 
the Sabbath, and He gave a double portion on 
Friday to last over the Sabbath. If anyone 
gathered any extra on any other day of the week 
it would not last over to the second day, but 
that which was gathered on Friday stayed fresh 
over the Sabbath! 

Whenever a reformation took place among 
the Jews, instruction had to be given about 
keeping the Sabbath, for they often grew care- 
less and worked or traded or sought their own 
pleasure on God’s holy day. 

In Christ’s day the Sabbath was spoiled by 
the many rules that the Jewish leaders had made 
about its observance, so people came to dread the 
Sabbath, and that is just what Satan wanted 
them to do and not what God had designed for 
the day that was to be a joy and delight to His 
children. Find a word beginning with the letter 
“dad” in the middle of verse 13 that tells us what 
God wants the Sabbath to be to us. 

Now read the whole verse and see how we are 
to keep the Sabbath. 

If we keep the principle in mind that we are 
to do, not our own, but God’s pleasure, it will 
be easy for us to know what things are right to 
do on the Sabbath. 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
288, par. 2; p. 289. 


THINK! Do you keep the Sabbath in such a way 
as to make it a delight? 


Pray to use the Sabbath to worship and think 
about God. 


THURSDAY 
The Sabbath Goes on Forever 


Open your Bible to Isaiah 66. 


Sometimes we hear the seventh-day Sabbath 
called the “Jewish” Sabbath. The Sabbath was 
being kept by those who worshiped God long 
before there was a Jew, long before God called 
Abraham to be the father of a chosen nation. 

The Sabbath has been kept since the first sev- 
enth day of this earth’s existence, and it will be 
kept forever in the earth made new, so prophecy 
tells us. Read verses 22 and 23. 

In the last days Satan is going to make it 
very difficult for God’s children to keep the Sab- 
bath, but those who love Him will not give it 
up, and their loyalty to God and His Sabbath will 
be a sign that they are sanctified. 

In the earth made new there will be no 
forgetting of the Sabbath. None will be tempted 
to work and earn more money, to go off on 
pleasure trips, or to become careless in conversa- 
tion or deeds, for all will love God supremely, 
and it will be a delight and joy to stand around 
God’s throne and praise Him not alone for the 
beauties of nature but for redeeming us and 
saving us from a world of sin. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
769, par. 2. 

THINK how different Sabbaths will be on the 
new earth. 


RESOLVE to make the Sabbath a delight on this 


earth, that it may be a greater delight on the 
earth made new. 


FRIDAY 
Repeat the fourth commandment (Ex. 20:8- 
>. 


TELL WHAT YOU KNOW ABOUT: 

1. The purpose of the Sabbath. 

2. The day of the week which is the true 
Sabbath. 

3. The first Sabbath ever kept on the earth. 

4. How the Jews kept the Sabbath in Christ’s 
day. 

5. How Christ kept the Sabbath. 

6. A miracle that taught the children of Israel 
when they left Egypt how to keep the Sabbath. 

7. How we are to observe the Sabbath. 

8. The Sabbath on the new earth. 

For further reading: A. S. Maxwell, The Bible 
Story, vol. 2, pp. 139-145. 

Review the memory verse. 





Blind Sets 
(From page 19) 


trapper to check his traps, and he did; but 
Bowser was nowhere to be found. 

To make matters worse, a few days later 
Bounce also disappeared. This time mom 
took matters into her own hands. She and I 
set out early in the day to look for him. 
The sun was going down when we found 
him. Sure enough, he was in a coyote trap. 
Without the steadying influence of Bowser’s 
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presence, however, he was like a crazed 
thing from pain, fear, and loneliness. He 
sprang at us when we approached, his eyes 
glassy with hate. I yanked mom back. 

“Let’s try it this way,” I suggested. “You 
go over on that side. Come in toward him, 
but be sure to stay out of his reach. Call 
him, wave your apron at him, keep his at- 
tention any way you can. Meanwhile, I'll 
dash in and try to pull up the stake.” 

Pulling the stake to a coyote trap, as I well 
knew, was no dash-in-and-out job. Down 
on my hands and knees I dropped to pry at 
the stake, all the while keeping a wary eye 
on Bounce. Even so, I barely escaped his 
slashing lunge. 

Obviously this was no job for an amateur. 
“You wait here,” I told mom, “but be sure 
to stay out of Bounce’s reach. I'll go get dad.” 

Dad threw a piece of canvas he brought 
with him over the dog’s head and then 
deftly wound him up in it. When the dog 
was safely trussed, he sprang the trap 
enough for Bounce to pull his foot free. As 
soon as it was loosed, returning circulation 
brought increased pain to the injured foot. 
Bounce seemed to feel that we were to blame 
for the pain. He crouched to spring upon us, 
but sight of the club in dad’s hand calmed 
him. He sank into the dust and whimpered 
as he licked his crushed foot. Then he got 
up, carrying the injured foot high, and 
limped toward home. 

It was his last hunting trip! 

At dinner one day a month or so later 
dad said, “I saw the government trapper 
down by the Starbuck Road today.” We 
sensed a story coming and waited, our but- 
tered ears of corn poised at various angles. 
“He caught the Dry Hollow coyote last night. 
Had her in the back of his truck. She was 
trap-wise, sure of herself. But last night she 
was carrying a freshly killed rabbit in her 
mouth, padding down a trail along which 
she had previously exposed a number of 
traps. She stepped flat-footed right into a 
blind set.” 





I didn’t like to have the story of the Dry 
Hollow coyote end that way. “She knew 
there were traps along all those trails. She 
should have been more careful,” I protested. 

Dad looked at me as if he was trying to 
decide whether he should say anything. 
“Louise,” he said then, “I’ve hesitated about 
telling you this, but the old coyote wasn’t 
the only one that was careless and forgetful. 
While you were trying to pull the stake 
and free Bounce you came within a hair's 
breadth of putting your hand into a blind 
set nearby. I shudder to think what Bounce 
would have done to you if you had been 
caught.” 

I was sitting on the edge of the back 
porch, thinking things over, when my 
brother Marion slipped out of the kitchen 
door. “Sh-hh—,” he cautioned as he sat down 
beside me. “I'll tell you what became of 
Bowser if you'll promise you won't tell any- 
one. 

I promised. 

“I shot him,” Marion announced dramati- 
cally, pausing long enough to allow the shock 
of his words to register properly before he 
went on. “You see, it wasn’t the coyotes that 
killed those sheep. It was Bowser and 
Bounce. I caught them red-handed and shot 
Bowser on the spot. Bounce got away, but if 
I ever catch him chasing sheep again, "Il 
kill him too. Now, remember, don’t tell a 
soul.” 

Again I promised. That part of the story 
didn’t seem so important to me just then, 
and it doesn’t now. How important it is, 
though, that those of us who are grounded 
in the truth, who know all about the “blind 
sets” that Satan prepares for us, should 
guard against losing our lives eternally, or 
being caught and crippled by sin. because 
we are careless or forgetful even for a mo- 
ment! 
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1. The thirteen-striped ground squirrel not only eats 
wheat and grass but also buffalo beans and the seeds 
of the sunflower, pasqueflower, and a large number 
of weeds. 2. This species does not do as well in culti- 
vated fields as in some others, but prefers to live in 














4. During the grasshopper season the striped ground 
squirrel lives almost entirely on these insects. 5. 
These rodents stay up later in summer than most 
ground squirrels, and it may be that the succulent 
grasshopper diet enables them to do so. They are 








the grassy margins where his burrows are better hid- 
den. 3. His diet, surprisingly for a rodent, is more 
than 50 per cent meat. He eats mice, young birds, 
eggs, and large numbers of insects. The smaller 
birds that nest on the ground are often his victims. 














usually out during the harvesting season in the south 
and some do not hibernate till the end of October. 
6. Gentle as they appear, they are usually ferocious 
in captivity and do not make as good pets as some 
other species that are often kept by small boys. 
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7. The Franklin ground squirrel, or bush gopher, as 
he is usually called, is a larger animal that resembles 
the gray tree squirrel, but he stays on the ground 
and probably thinks the trees are for the birds. 8. His 
range covers much the same territory as the striped 
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ground squirrel, but his habitat is different. 9. He 
likes to live at the edge of bushes, and is most often 
found in small thickets of partridgeberry shrubs, cut- 
over ground with serviceberry and chokecherry 
bushes, and in fence corners. There you may see one. 











